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sddies around her, her figure took on an almost unearthly waver-
ingness; as if she had been a sylph of the elements, a Being that
was taking refuge from the wind-demon outside, in the arms of
the fire-demon inside.
He then glanced at the couch that Will Zoyland had carried up
for him. It was just a boy-scout camp-bed; but they had covered
it with a vast, ancient coverlet, like the one that covered Lady
Rachel's bed, only this was of a dark purplish colour; and while
it had upon it, in faded embroidery, the falcon clutching the
sword, an ugly rent in it had rendered the bird headless.
Mr. Geard moved slowly to the fireplace; but he began to cough
as the smoke got into his throat.
"There!" cried the girl with a deep breath, prodding the
smouldering logs with a thick iron rod, hooked at the end, which
looked as if it had served for this purpose in days when iron had
only just begun to be used. She let this Homeric utensil fall with
a clatter on the stone coping of the hearth.
"If the smoke makes you cough when you're in bed," she said,
while a darting red flame lit up her face, "you can lug your
couch under the window and leave the window open. That's what
7 do when my fire smokes. These old chimneys always smoke
when they're first lit." She paused and a spasm of intense concern
puckered her brow.
"You don't suppose there were any swallows' nests in the chim-
ney, do you?" she asked.
Her mouth remained open after the words left and her eyes
grew round.
The Marquis, who- had been fumbling at the latches of one of
the windows, got it open now, and as he got it open the wind came
in with such a wild rush that he jumped back in dismay. Lady
Rachel observed this occurrence with childish interest; and in
her fit of momentary nervousness, being wrought up by her
anxiety over the possibility of nests in the chimney, she forgot her
good breeding and laughed aloud. Her laughter must have been
the final issue of a long series of suppressed days; for it burst out
through the smoke with the quivering ring of something
hysterical.
Through the brain of Mr. Geard there rushed like a frantic